All my little hope seemed dashed to pieces when I saw the minister take his Bible from 
the [pulpit] to find his text. O, thought I, he is certainly seeking for that awful text which 
has so torn my heart asunder all these months; what shall I do, if he take that text, 
“Cursed is every one...”? O, what will become of me? I must drop into hell if he take 
that. O the feelings I experienced. I could not imagine why he delayed so long to put the 
Bible upon the [pulpit]. At last he did so, and I saw that it was opened about the middle. 
Blessed be God, my soul whispered, the text is not, “Cursed is every one that continueth 
not in all things which are written in the book of the law, to do them.” O the expectation 
that sprung up within me. “Do, Lord, pardon my sins; do, Lord, have mercy upon my 
poor lost soul,” burst from my heart, and when Mr. Roby read his text, O the wonder 
and the glory that shone into my soul. The precious text was, “Thou hast ascended up 
on high, thou hast led captivity captive; thou hast received gifts for men; yea, for the 
rebellious also, that the Lord God might dwell among them” (Psalm 68:18). O the 
love, peace, and joy, that broke into my heart as the words came out of his month. 
They were truly sweeter to my soul than ten thousands of gold and silver. I wondered 
again with astonishment, and said in my soul, “What can this mean? Where are my 
sins? What can be the meaning of all this? Where is my burden, and the wrath and 
terror I have had so many months?” And again the text flowed into my soul, “Thou 
hast led captivity captive; thou hast received gifts for men; yea, for the rebellious 
also, that the Lord God might dwell amongst them.” 1 knew not where to hide my 
poor face. My soul kept whispering, “Surely it cannot mean me; is it a dream? is it a 
dream?” I looked for my sins, for my burden, for the wrath and misery I had so long 
carried in my poor distracted soul, and could find neither guilt nor sins, wrath nor 
bondage; for the Saviour of my soul had taken it all away. Such a sight of His 
sufferings and death shined into my soul, as broke my heart to pieces. O how I 
looked upon Him and mourned. “What have I done?” cried I; “I have crucified the 
Lord. O my cursed sins, that drove the nails into His hands and feet, and thrust the 
spear into His heart. O wretch, wretch that I am! And canst thou, wilt thou save and 
pardon me, not withstanding all my cursed sins?” How wonderfully was my soul 
led to see that the dear Saviour had fulfilled and obeyed that holy law which I had 
broken in ten thousand instances, that all my cursed sins had been laid upon Him, 
and that He had suffered in my room and stead. I had so blessed a sight, by faith, of 
His feet and hands nailed to the cross, of the crown of thorns upon His head, and of 
the spear entering His heart; and His redeeming blood flowed with such peace, and 
love, and joy, and liberty into my soul, that I hardly knew what, or where I was. The 
poor things who sat in the same seat kept [jabbing] me with their elbows to sit still; 
but it was impossible for me to sit still or to lie still. O the love I felt to my dear 
Saviour for such unmerited kindness to one so vile, to the vilest wretch that ever 
was on the earth. I can never express a thousandth part of the hatred I felt against 
my cursed sins, which pierced the Lord of life and glory. — John Warburton 

(excerpt from The Mercies Of A Covenant God by John Warburton) 
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I cannot, and, God helping me, I will not, while the Lord gives me strength to 
open my poor mouth, but speak well of love in God and the Holy Spirit, for it 
was He that laid hold of me in my mad career of sin, put a cry into my heart 
to cry unto God, and stopped me from going about to establish a 
righteousness of my own. His invisible hand kept me from being my own 
murderer. He revealed in my heart pardoning blood and imputed 
righteousness; and some scores of times, when the enemy has come into my 
poor soul with such a tremendous flood of awful blasphemies against the 
Holy Trinity, especially against the Holy Spirit, that I have been sunk so low 
that at times I could see no more hope that God would ever appear in love 
and mercy for me than He would appear for devils, He has, bless His dear 
Name, lifted up again a glorious standard, and brought me up again out the 
horrible pit, and set my feet again upon the Rock of ages. — John Warburton 


WELCOME 


SINNERS are welcome at Sovereign Grace Church. We are a local body of 
the Lord Jesus Christ. As you spend time with us, you’ll soon discover 
we’re an imperfect assembly, with an imperfect pastor, yet by God’s 
underserved grace, we preach, believe, and know the perfect gospel of our 
never failing Lord Jesus Christ. Reader, we call His name Jesus for He 
shall (not might, not maybe) rather He shall save His people from their 
sins. And beloved believing sinner you already know it you are complete in 
Him, saved to the uttermost [Colossians 2:10, Hebrews 7:25]. 
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Happy Birthday! 
Liviu Irimia, March 8th 
James David Richards, March 8th 
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BE sure to visit our websites for gospel articles, live messages, and resources. 


GRACE ARTICLES 


For The Rebellious Also! 


“Thou hast ascended on high, thou hast led captivity captive: thou hast 
received gifts for men; yea, for the rebellious also, that the LORD God 
might dwell among them.” (Psalm 68:18) 


HOW my soul trembled for fear lest [this minister] should bear a message from 

God to me of wrath and condemnation. What distress and horror I felt when, in 
reading the chapter, he came to these words, “Cursed is every one that continueth not in 
all things, that are written in the book of the law to do them” (Galatians 3:10). I can 
never express the thousandth part of all the misery and sense of guilt that I endured; I 
saw that my soul was doomed to certain destruction for ever and ever. What the old man 
preached about I could not tell, but this I knew, that damned I was, and sometimes 
thought that I should have dropped into hell whilst in the chapel. The service being 
concluded, I wandered up and down from street to street, until I verily believed that my 
senses were entirely gone. I looked behind me, and saw two men following me, who, I 
was afraid, were coming to take me to the mad-house. The first place where I could sit 
down and vent my grief was St. George’s church, and seeing no person near, I sat 
down on the steps, and wept until I had no more power to weep. After some time I got 
up, and thought I would go home, and put an end to my miserable life. “Yes,” said I, 
“T will come to an end, and know the worst at once.” On my way home, as I thought, 
I got into Cannon-street, and observing a chapel there, into which people were then 
crowding, I remembered that it was the chapel of Mr. Roby, to which I had once or 
twice been in company with my mother. I stopped and said, “Shall I go in?’ “No,” 
thought I, “TI will not.” The minister will take that text, “Cursed is every one that 
continueth not in all things written in the book of the law to do them.” 1 proceeded a 
short distance down the street and stopped again. “Who can tell?” came once more 
into my mind [Jonah 3:9]. “Well,” said I, “I can but be damned,” and so I came to the 
resolution of going into the chapel, and “if I must perish, why,” said I, “I perish.” If 
ever I entered a place of worship with the feeling cry that God would, if it were 
possible, show mercy to one in so desperate a case, I believe I did then. When seated 
in the chapel, all the horrors of hell seemed to come upon me. I trembled from head to 
foot, and wished that I had never come in. At the conclusion of the first hymn, Mr. 
Roby went to prayer, and towards the end of it he dropped a few words which I 
believed were for nobody but me. He begged God that, if there, were any one present 
who had come to make a last trial of God’s mercy, He would show Himself to such a 
one as his God. It was with hard work that I could keep from calling out, “Yes, here is 
poor lost John Warburton. Here I am come, to make the last trial”’ O how my soul 
went out to God in prayer, that He would appear for me. The prayer being finished, 


another hymn was sung previous to the sermon. Continues on the other side >> 


